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had at his back a satchel, which seemed to contain a few
necessaries, a hawking gauntlet on his left hand, though he
carried no bird, and in his right a stout hunter's pole. Over
his left shoulder hung an embroidered scarf which sustained
a small pouch of scarlet velvet, such as was then used by
fowlers of distinction to carry their hawks' food, and other
matters belonging to that much-admired sport. This wa*>
crossed by another shoulder-belt, to which was hung a hunt-
ing knife, or couteau de chasse. Instead of the boots of the
period, he wore buskins of half-dressed deer's-skin.

Although his form had not yet attained its full strength, he
was tall and active, and the lightness of the step with which
he advanced, showed that his pedestrian mode of travelling
was pleasure rather than pain to him. His complexion was
fair, in spite of a general shade of darker hue, with which the
foreign sun, or perhaps constant exposure to the atmosphere
in his own country, had, in some degree, embrowned it.

His features, without being quite regular, were frank, open,
and pleasing. A half smile, which seemed to arise from a
happy exuberance of animal spirits, showed, now and then,
that his teeth were well set, and as pure as ivory; whilst his
bright blue eye, with a corresponding gaiety, had an appro-
priate glance for every object which it encountered, expressing
good humour, lightness of heart, and determined resolution.

He received and returned the salutation of the few travellers
who frequented the road in those dangerous times, with the
action which suited each. The strolling spearman, half soldier,
half brigand, measured the youth with his eye, as if balancing
the prospect of booty with the chance of desperate resistance;
and read such indications of the latter in the fearless glance of
the passenger, that he changed his ruffian purpose for a surly
"Good-morrow, comrade," which the young Scot answered
with as martial, though a less sullen tone. The wandering
pilgrim, or the begging friar, answered his reverend greeting
with a paternal benedicite; and the dark-eyed peasant girl
looked after him for many a step after they had passed each
other, and interchanged a laughing good-morrow. In short,
there was an attraction about his whole appearance not easily
escaping attention, and which was derived from the combina-
tion of fearless frankness and good-humour, with sprightly
looks, and a handsome face and person. It seemed, too, as
if his whole demeanour bespoke one who was entering on life
with no apprehension of the evils with which it is beset, and